242     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
She stumbled and nearly cried out; she had
fallen over a stone shape that lay on the ground»
The light from the street lamp came dimly over
the wall and she saw that it was the sundial, lying
broken, the jasmine withered to dried stalks and
leaves like paper. It was broken at its plenth and
its dial had rolled out of its setting on to the
ground and was split into halves.
uHow funny/' said Blanche, speaking to her-
self under her breath as auntie did. ctl never knew
it could break; I thought it was iron." And she
remembered that Stephen had told her that before,
that it was not iron but another metal, not copper5
but something like that, she could not remember
the name. She bent down to see, and to her sur-
prise it was not broken at all, it must have been
meant to come apart, for there on the two edges
were little metal teeth that fitted into one another
and locked just as she could lock her fingers to-
gether. She saw how they had been jerked apart
when the sundial fell. "I wonder if they always
had to do that when they wanted to open it," she
said, for even to open her fingers if she held them
together needed a jerk. She could not fit the dial
together5 for the halves were too heavy for her; but
she could see that they had met in one of the
grooves that marked the hours, so that the junction
would be invisible both there and along the arm,
where it would be hidden by the flowers and leaves
that were chased along its edge.
Listlessly she sat on the ground and took one
half on her lap; it was as cold and heavy as the

